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MEMORIAL DAY.

“God Chose These Men to Die

As Teachers and Types, That to

Humble Lives May Chief Award be Made: That From Lowly
Ones, and Rejected Stones, the Temple's Base is Laid.”"—John

-~ Boyle O'Reilly.

I Mourn the Living Absent: Thou tiwe
Present Dead.
(By Hattie Horner-Louthan.)

Tpon the grave of thy beloved dend

1 lay this wreath, bedewed with tears

thou'st shed.
weepest  thou?

often told

The sweet communion thou dast Lourly

— -

Why Hast thoa not

hold ?

How in the night his fingers clasp thine
own;

How, day or anight, thou art no more
alone?

He =peaks with thee, thine onward way
to guide,

A way that leadeth upward to his side.

Thou'st said that thou art his; that
thou wilt be

With him thruout the soul's eternity.

No grave have I for flowers and tears
this day,

My well-beloved one js far away.

Between us lies o world of waters wide;

Stern danger, sterner duty by his side.

We are apart; the hopeless miles how

cold!

No arms of flesh nor spirit "'round me
fold;

No warm lips in the darkness find my
own,

For me thy tears be shed this darksome
Had 1 thy falth—nay, do not chide me

w0!
“We'll meet again?"' Oh. God, how can
1 know?

“In heaven,” you say, “our souls from
flesh set free.”

I want him here, thra love's eternity!

For me thy tears be shed this darksome

day;
Thine i= but dead. My love is far away!

The Glorioas Stars and Stripes.

(*Our Nstional Flag.” a Fourth of
July oration, a dinlogue hetween father
and son wkich was in vogue over 60
years ago, and sent in by Comrade M:
C. Dunn, Veterans’ Home, Napa, Cal.)

Bon: Father, look up and see that Flag,
how gracefully it fles:

Those pretty Stripes they seem to be
the rainbow in the skies.
Father: It ls your country’s Flag, my

son, and proudly drinks the light
O'er ceean wave in forelgn clime, a
symbol of our might.

Bon: Father, what fearful noise is that,
like thunder in the clouds?

Why do the people wave their hats and
rueh along In crowds?

Father: It is a day of jubliee, the glad
shouts of the free
It is n day of memory dear, shout you

aloud with giee,

Son: Father, 1 wish I were a man; 1I'd
fire my cannon, too,

And cheer ax¢ loundly ns the rest: but,
Fether, why don't you?

Father: I'm getting old, but still my
heart is full of joy.

I've witnessed many a day like this

Shout you aioud, my buoy.

Son: Hurrah for freedom’s jubilee, God
bless our native land, |

And may I live to hold the boon of
freedom In my hand.

Father: Well done, my son.
and love the
hirth;

The land where freedom loves to dwell,
a paradige on earth,

Grow up
land that gave you

Bugle Calls,
(By Capt. W, L. Green, Quincy Home.)

Bunlight and shadow scattered o'er

A checker'd tangle on th' floor

Of Nature's pathway. From the spray
Of quaking asp, from brambles gay,
And every bush the way along
Float mellow notes of vagrant
To song and waler's sweet refrain
The plnes’ low murmurs add a strain.
O'er mountain heads a blending sky.
You'd not forget it, nor will I,

Thie wide expanse of bafling wood,
Unbroken wilds and solitude,

gong.

From *“Right
wheel”
To “Column left” our bugles peal
In blue and gold a lving arch,
The “Dandy Fifth” at “countermarch,”
- - - - - -
“Hostiles In force” our bugles play
Along the pass right merri)y.
Thru vistas on the mountain’s side,
In all the glory, pomp and pride
Of chivalry, the rebel foe.
=0n left to line"” our riders go
A battle’s on; war's flaming guns
Race level lances with the sun's
Thru briery meads, deserted ranch,
Drives on the foe war's avalanche,
The ecavalry.
In seamless shrouds of blinding smoke
The swift recoil from saber strole,
And aver all the ceaseless blare
Of warring bugles everywhere
Above thuat sullen, rushing roar
Of shotted guns the valley o'er
-

forward fours rlghi‘

War ponies beat a swift retreat,

How grinds the gravel "neath their feet.
From évery brake, from eyery draw,
A going Confed, l;l.nh—rn-]i:{a,

To break away and madly race

Along the pine scrub’s windy trace.®

On *#“Hell for Sartin's" banks of brown
Night's gomber curtsin’s dropping
down;
Dull, level rays of gunsget bathe
Alike the “soldler’s grave” and wave
{ gleaming waters in their fiow
go lower zones and Mexico
—

Almosg the Last.
Oh, soldier of the civil war,
Your eves are dim, vour form is bent,
The allotted vears are almost spent,

And death stands threatening at the
door.
The march, the battle, hunger, cold,

The sufferings, the wounds and (lls,
The tale of which the bosom thrills
Shall goon no more be proudly told.

They perish with vou. Bard nor pen
Shall tell the story of your deeds;
Your path of gloryv only leads

To the forgotten things of men.

So be it. 'Tis the common lot,
The indlvidual fades away;
Or faintly glimmers for a day,

Is here, (8 there, and then forgot,

The consclousness of duty done
In this great land’s supremest needs
Is yours forever. Earth recedes,
On other shores the meed s won.
—ihlo.
—
The Man With the Musket,
(By Rev. Howard 8. Tavior.)

Boldiers puss on from this rage of re-
nown,
This ant hill commation and sirife,
Pa=e by where the marbles and hronzes
losk down
With their fast frozen ges
On oul to the nameless who
the gloom
Of the pityving cvpress and
Your man is the man with
and the plume,
But the man with the musket is mine.

es of life,
lie "neath

pine,
the sword

I knew him, by all that is noble. 1 knew
Thiz commonplace hero 1 name.
Pve ecamped with him, marched
him, fought with him, too,

In the swirl of the flerce battle flame;

with

Laughed with him, cried with him.
taken & part

Of hiz canteen and blanket and
known

That the throb of this chivalrous prair-
ie boy's heart
Was an answering stroke of my own.

I knew him, Y tell you, and also I knew
When he fell on the bLattle-swept
ridge,
That the poor battered body that lay
there jn blue
Wuas only a plank in the bridge
Over which some should pass to a fame
That shall shine while the high stars
shall shine,
Your hero i known
name,
But the man of the musket |s mine,

by &an echoing

I knew him. all thru him the good and
the bad

lan together and equally free:

But I judge as I trust Christ will judge
the brave lad,

For death made him noble to me.

In the cyclone of war, in the battle's
eclipse,

Life shook out its lingering sands,
And he died with the names that he
| loved on his lips,
| His musket still grasped In his hands,
Up close to the Flag my soldier went

down

In the salient front of the line.

You may take for your heroes the men
of renown,

But the man of the musket Is mine.

The Land Is Holy,
(By Isaac MclLelian.)
The land is holy where they fought
And holy where they fell;
For by thelr blood that land was

ocught,
The land they loved so well.

#Southern for trail

The god of battles heard their ery,
And sgnt to them the victory,

Pedountain piyeam jn East Tennessee,
Lt — 2 - ————

|
1

If lingering with hi

Tnps,

(Br J. W. Powell, 10th ITnd. I. A, from
*#1 to ‘65, The Fierpont, Washington,
D. C. Rights reserved )

Ah, who shall be, of all the throng—
Of all the mighty, mighty host—
The last to chant the battle song,
The song that rang from coast
coast.

to

The last of all the Bovs in Rlue,
Who, firm of step and lthe of Himb,
Stood where the zipping bullets New
Across the hattle’s eddying brim?
stood - and mountain
side,
In open fiell, where thousands fell,
Where men were Killed, where soldiers
died
"'Midst harrowing scens of darkest hell

Yes, fought on

Of all the millions in the field

Wha went from eoity, town and farm,
The last of nll of them 1o vield—

The last to feei death’s dread alarm?

Oh, God, the pathos of the thought—
The last of all that nobde band

Who universal freedom bought
With patriot blood, thruout the land!

A ran=om, not for siave alone,
But Freedom—Freedom for the hind
Who fees the despot’s sceptered throne,
Broad as God's love, for all mankind.

With steps Infirm and eve that's dim,
With silvered halr and tott’ring form,

He'll stand slone with visage grim—
The lust who dareéd the battle's storm.

Hiz sun, behind the western hill,
Will =ink, alas! to rise no more;
FE'en now ifs ravs slant ‘cross the sill

And fall athwart an open door.

Full nigh, indeed, the day is pust
Night drops her cartain all around.
Alert, he lists the trumpet’s hlast,
And calmly waits for Taps to sound.

But. ah, the mem'ry of the past
(Thut prast so full of great events),

to the last,

WHI yield jte meed &f recompense,

Aguin he hears the hugle sound

“To arms: the picket's fitful fire,
The cannon's reverberations hound
From hill to hitl, from spire to spire

He bullds in haste the eavthen wall,
To fife and drum he steps, and foels
The elbow touch whin comrades fall,
He sees the shatteved column resls

As, ‘'merging from some deep ravine,
Or pushing thru the soft morass,
He drives an entering wedge between
Where reinforcing columns pass,

He hugs the earth "'mid filth and grime;
He hears the thud, thud, thod so
birief,
And sees reserves at double time
Come swinging in to “our” relief.

Amld the carnage and the fray
He hears the wild, victorious shout,
As comrades force their stubborn way
And put the vanquished foe to rout.

He sees the white flag on the wall,
Old Glory waving overhead: |

Then all grows durk—the curtaing fall.
Alas! the grand old-man s dead,

-_— e e
Grant at Hest,
(By James J. Meehan.)

Not like the tombe where sieep Fgyp-
tinn kings,
Raised up by bondmen driven from
ifar,
Is thy last home; a song of glory rings
Above the cannon of forgotten war,

Gone are the steeds of strife and battle
now;
Furled are the flags
over them;

thut billowed

Folded the hands and quiescent the
brow
That faced their call and knew thelr
requiem.

Oh, River flowing onward by the shore,
Keep green the grass that rises from

the sod .
Where men that are ghall falter never-
more, —
And slaves that were uplift free
hands to Ged]

" .
Abraham Tideoln,
(By H. John Begkwitl,)

shellg,
And red the sky with wafted eamp-
fires’ glow, - 1 a
While strong men's blood Is erving from
the dells, 1 n
Oer lea and woll”
trumpet's blow,
Deseried nre the hontedteads ' Ghare the
figlds; ¥

Put still—with tolling
who [eil—
New moen. new fighting *blood 'the coun-
try vields, .

rings out the
i ot

bells #er those
<

For war is on—a war but*blood can
quell E
. s L . . . .
The roar has ceiased, amd peace and
stillness full at Iast.

From out the blood-kissed sod young
bine-gruss springs;

And dawn of dav j8 breaking from the
war-torm past,
And time I8  hiding ‘death-wounds
‘neath its wing=
= . - . - - -
I’ut once n venr the drumeticks sound
again
A roll upon the wardrums of the
past,
Unheard by living ears Hut in the
yvnst
And silent cemeteries of the siain

The cull is heard. and from each grave,
Out of the kingdom of the hero-dead
There comes the sound of time-kept

tread,

In volume swelling like 24 mighty wave.

Again the rumpete call, dnd from the

wall
Of eapitols the standards disappear,
The shadow forms are gath'ring far
and nenr,

In rag-worn uniforms in line they fall

And in the Winter morning’s gray, chill

sheen

They march once more—from out of
space—

The Blue and Gray, till face to face

They meet with but a single grave be-

tween.

The rusty guns are fired in =alnte,

The standards slowly lowered to the
ground:

But fromn the somber shadows not o
sound

As silently they pay their mute tribuate.

And then behold—aeross that grave—
Where meet again the Blue and Gray,
Two armies in their full array,

The South, the North, the free-bought

sluve,

The hands are clasped, no longer foes,
But brothers of the Lind of free,
The Lind «f Grant, the lund of Lee,

One Nation strang-born from its woes.

And as they stand there hind in hand,
The million heroes, voung and old,
Out of that grave, from out the cold

lAnd frozt-bhound sod in Dixie Land,

A form appears. so gaunt and tall,

A war-scourged Nation's sorrow
Furrowed deep upon his hrow,

He stands there towering over all.

That million—part but of the price
He pald-—and yet a peace and rest,
Immeasurable = the sunset peace In

West,

Shinecs

eves

An ill-dressed, awkward, hagggrd form:
The man who “weighed the loss as

from " his deep-set, steel-blue

well the gain,
Wha knew the milllon wopld not die
in viin: )

[The man who saw the, sun behind the
storm,

Abrabham!"” 2
A mmile lks sunshidé ocr & rippling

he sadngss of b .-jl:lmgs;urd

His hands
skies of hilu
God, behald

LA

rialged towards the
W nas eime tie!
griaves” InxeFlentlé maze

By
Thnt

VT

ironger m
the' r grave
hope, my dream, my con-

MYy conntry risoe
That was 1ny
enintion,
And, lo! the dreenm  fulilled?
i Nation!*

Behold
aren test
4 L * L] -

| As long as lips shall sing

The pralae shall ring

From shaore to ghore

Of Lincoln, hut-born, poor, as Christ of
VT

No land on carth, no history, nor fic- |
tion ever hred i

A purer, steonger, nohler man, whose |

mariyr blood was shed:
Whaose soul did weep al ke with friend
and f
Who hore deep in his heart a Natlon's
Lleeding woe

day,
But God himself had molded soul and
clay
N _ =
Many Years Agone,
(Selected, )
"Twns many yenrs #go the news of

Sumter's fall
Housed the Nation's
trumpet's call—
The eall of "Father Abra'm'” sounding
loudd nnd long,
And, 1o! on army rose, 300,000 strong.”

ire and woke the

They came from hill and dale, from
school and £hop and farm;

They came from every place—a patriot-

irm;

adien 1o friends, and gave

parting hand

Then bravely marched away to save our
native land.

Inta the fray they charged, *mid storm
and shot and shell;

They boldly dared the hot and hungry
Juws of hell

Thug many a noble boy fell in that aw-
ful strife,

And, eacrificing all, they saved the Na-
tion's life.

Dear boys, we're growing old; our locks
have turned to gray;

The ranks are thinning out; they're fad-
ing fast nway;

The Captaln of the Guard iz on his final
round,

And soon we all shall biveuae on our
last camp ground,

The dear old Flag that once a ruthless
hand did seize,
“We lewve It all unstained and floating In
the breeze; :
And when the soldier boys are sleeping
in the grave,
Then ever let “0Old Glary” proudly o'er
them wiave.
Chorns—
Oh, the years—the speeding, spreeding
years!
How they fly—see how they fly!
And the ev'ning time is drawing nigh;
At the selting of the sun and the final
battle won,
We shall camp again In the glad by-
and-hy.
—- i — e

Pence With Honor.!

(By James Russell I,.pol'_t:'-ll.)
Better that all our ships and all their

Crews
Should sink to rot in ocean's dreamless
OOEe,
Each torn flag waving challenge as it
went,
And each dumb gun a brave man's
monument,
Than seek such pence gs only cowards
crave:
Give me the peace of God oF of the
brave.
e
Wants Bome Post Cands.
James Warriner, of Blue Rapids,

Kun., is golng to have a birthday, and
wants a postal card shower. . On July
17 he will Be 73 years old. Comrade
Warriner enlisted Aug. 10, 1862, serv-
ing In Cos, I and C, 124th 1L, and was
discharged In September, 1865. at the
cluse of the wor. _

The alir 1s rent with borsting hinibs and |

The TTnknown Dead.
(By Capt. W. F. Henry.)
Po yvou ask me why we are here to-
day ?

Why we scatter the flowers of Spring?

Why., with the roses und blossoms of
May,
Prailse for the Unknown Dead we
bring?

In the long ago davs when the storm
of war
Swept o'er our land with poisonous
breath,
Bringing to hearthstones black despair,
Reaping a harvest of paln and death.

The loyvnl sons of the Nution then
Followed Ol Glory where'er jt led-—
Sprang to the rescue of country when

tebedilon lifted {ts traitorons head,
the'r life's manhood
Lhey
Answering duty and country's eall,
Knowing full well what duty meant,
Offering country thelr lives and all.

In young

Out from their homes where love was
ueen,
Lofwwing
life;
Braving the dangers, seen and unseen,
Bearing their part in the deadly strife.

beliind those dearer than

Leaving behind hearts breaking with
gr,’-,.r‘_..
Sorrowing loves ones who never
again
Would meat thoge dear ones sad find
relier
From the awful buarden of heart-

breaking pain.
They fell in the battle, on hillside, In
dell,
The place where they sleep is forever
unknown,
Their life’'s blood ran out and they rest
where they fell,
Their herole desds we ever will own.
They eave their young lives that the
Nation might live;
They bared thelr breasts to the shot
and shell;
To country they gave all they had to
give,
In nnknowp graves they rest where
they fell.

Their names are enrolled with heroes
who fought,

And laid down their lives that the Na-
tlon might stand;

On history's page we may
they wrought

When the whirlwind of

aover the land,

learn what

war swept

The winds sing a dirge thru the cypress
and vine,
O'er the graves of dead heroes who
fell in the fray:
They gave up thelr lives for your cause
and mine,
In honor of them
to=duy.

we strew flowers

are unsung by poet or

Their names
sage,

No monuments mark the lone graves
where they lieg
their deeds are
tory's page,

And the hanner they fought for still
floats in the sky.

But recorded on his-

And so, we have gathered the flowers
of Spring,
And sgtrew them in honor of the un-
known dead,
And with them the perfume of grati-

And us he stands therd In the dawn of
diy,
And as they greet him with the ery
of pam
In veace: “God pl_-_'r.-i youy Father |

|

|

|

{ Thoun hegtd the ord; tHelr Tves they |
I e

'1

|

l

Inirk was his dawn, and darker still his

tude bring,
For frecdom now llves by the blood
that they shed.

The People’s Song of Peace,

(By Joaguw'n Miller, from "“The Song of

the Centenninl”)

The gradg Iz green on Punker i,
The witers sweet in Brandywine;
The sword sleeps In the scabibnrd still,

The farmer keeps his floek and vine:

Then who wotild mur the scene to-day
With vaunt o hattlefeld or fray?
The brave corn lifte ‘'n regiments

| Ten thonsand sabers in the sun;

The ricks replace the
The tannered faseels toss

The neighing steed, the bugle's blast,

nnst

i'l"fu-.t:v he hut stories of the
I The earth
| breast,
The eannons plow the field no more;
The heroes rest! Oh, let them rest
In peace along the peaceful shore!
! They fought for peace, for petce they
| Todl;
i'f‘h!-_\' gleep in pence, and all is well.

hias healed her wounded

| The fields farger the
The trenches wave in golden grain:
Shall we nezlect the lessoms taught,
And tear the wounds agape again?
[Sweet Mother Nature, nurse the jand,
'i'.-\nal heal her wounds with gentle hand.

hattles fought,

La! peace on earth! Lo! flock and fold!
Lo! rich abundance fat incrense,
And valleve vind in sheen of gold!
Oh, rise and slng a song of pence!
For Theseus roams the land no more,
And Junus rests with rusted door.

- -

The Heroes Rest,

(By 8. M. Buit.)
Do yon gee on yonder hill
Hendstones groy with moss and still,
Sentries of the present day,
Marking where a hero lay ?
There is history written there,
On these gravestones, cold and bare,
Telling those who pass this way
Heroes rest beneath this clay.

It was from the Canton plain,
And from Shiloh's dark campaign,
Myriads cams to ¢lent lay,
Waiting for the Judgment Day:
Men of brawn and cournge came
From the eity and the plain,
Stalwarts for thelr country's cause,
Succors of its civil laws,

Mother gave her only son

At the ecall in sixty-one,

And his heart with joy did thrill;
Now he sleeps on vonder hill.

When the Dons in ninety-eight

Sent the Malne to its sad fate,
Thousands rushed these ranks to fill;
Many rest beneath that hill,

Let us crown the silent grave

With the laurels of the brave;

et us write the hero's name.

In the present Hall of Fame.

Lt the distant future know

These were heroes long ago,

That won the cause that made them

great
In sixty-four and ninety-eight.

The Call of “Yesterday.”

(By C. E. Allyn, Los Angeles, Cal.)
Behold them, marching down the street,

With halting steps and progress slow,
Those are the men whose sprightly feet

Marched to the conflict years ago.
They heard onr country's eall for aid,

When armed refellion filled the land:
They heard the call, but unafraid,

Marched forth in battle line to stand.

They marched and fought on many
fields,
Where war's red carnage held full

SEwWay;
They rtlml.:ht for right, and would not
vield
Until the wrong was swept away!
Ah, those were days that “tried men's
soulg''—
When men of worth gave up thefr all
By writing names upon the rolls
For life or death at Lincoln's call

Then, when the victory was complete,

Like noble heroes from the strife,

Clasped handg with thoese who bore de-
feat,

Enc,hlpledged to guard the Nation's
life!

And some are left to “fall in line,”

To alurew with flowers their comrades’
clay,

Until the coming of that time—

The last roll call from "}‘_e.gterdl!."__.

forth |
went, \

[son Davis and others over the near ap-

THE WILDERNESS CAMPAIGN

{Continued from page one.)

dinates to ride with all haste toward
Richmond, and jnteérpose between the
Union cavalry and the Confederate cap-
ital. How many men he gathered in
front of Sheridan we cannot know
Fohn Esten Cooke suys that he only got
about 1.000 there, and other Confeder-
ate historians, with their customary
engerness to minimize their defeated
forces, follow Cooke's estimate. This is
obviously n glaring understatement. The
worst thing for Stuart was that his mis-
conception of Sheridan's plans made |
him terribly overwork his men and
horses In order to concentrate theng for
the defense of Richmond, and 167
they arrived at the point of concentri-
tion near the Yellow Tavern both men
and animals were faint with hunger
amd worn out by fatigue. Stuart real-
ized this, is he did the alarm of Jeffer-

proach of the hated Yankees, and he
sent a dispatch to Richmond to cheer
them, =aving that “his men and horses
were tired, jaded and hungry, but all
right.”" Stuart was one of the maost
interesting personnlities in the whole
Southern Confederacy, and was intense-
Iy admired and loved by his people, J.
Esten Cooke says with regard to him:
“Stuart was o man of remarkable
frankness, and the least penetrating
persan could see at o glance his whole
nature—that he was yvoung, ardent, am-
bitious, fond of appl:mne. but brave,
devoted and ready to die for the cause
which he firmly regarded as the right.
Hi= gayety and fondness for bright col-

were simply the outecome of the strong
health and zest of life in the man. He

ors, music, adventure and hard fighting |

HOW TO FIND OUT.

Fill a bottle or common glass with
urine and let it stand twenty-four hours;
a sediment or settling usually Indicates
an unhealthy conditlon of the kidnews,
Too frequent desire to urinate, scanty
suppiv. pain or dull ache in the back,
shoull also convince you that the kid-
neys of bladder are out of order,

What To Do.

There is comfort in the knowledge 20
il

E ]

oftem expressed that Dr. Ki g
Swamp-Root, the great widney,

and bladder remedy, fulfills almoast
every wilsh in relieving pain In ths

back, kidnevs, lver, bladder and every
part of the urinary passage. It corrects
inahility hold urine. and scaliding
pain in passing it, or bad effects fotlow=
ing the use of Hquor, wine or heer, and

to

overcomes that unpleasant necessity of
heing compelled to get up many timeés

during the night to urinate.

The mild, pleasant and extraordinary
effect of Swamp-Root is soon reallzed.
It stands the highest for Its wonderful
results in the most distressing cases If
vou need @ medicine, you should have

the best. Sold by druggists in fifty-cent
and one-deoliar sizes.
You may have a sample bottle of

Swamp-Root, the great Kidney remedy,
and a book that tells all about it, both
sent absolutely free hy mail. Address
Dr. Kilmer & Co., Binghamton, N, Y.
When writing be =sure to mentlon that
vou read this generons offer in the
Washington Weekly National Trilng.
Don't make any mistake, but remember

the name. Swamp-Root, Dr. Kilmer"u
Swamp-Root, and the address, Bing-
hamton, N. Y., on every bottle.

was full of animal spirits, delighted In
jests and practical jokes, was a thoro
soldier and cavalryman from natural
taste, and no doubt enjoved all the
pride, pomp and clrcumstance of war
to the utmost, but this was only one
«ide of the picture. It may be sald, in-
deed, to have been only the surface,
Under the laughing demeanor of Stuart
the cavalryman and good comrade was
the hard gber and genuine military

The stage was now set for the greats
|est cavalry battle that the world had
ilever seen gince the hordes of shaggy
| horsemen swarmed, out of the fertila
womb of central Asia, and with spear
and clmiter rode down the Byzantl
cavaliers, toppling the proud Easter
Empire to Its destruction.
The World's Greatest Cavalry Battle,
Stretching thru miles of the rugged

genins of Stuart the commander. That

he possessed this hard grain and real
military ahility there is no doubt. Gen.
Sedgwick sald of him that he was the
hest cavalry officer ever rfoaled in North
America. When Stuart took command
ut Chancellorsville and went to Jack-
son, lying wounded at Wilderness Tav-
ern, for instructions, Jackson's reply
was: ‘Tell Gen. Stuart to act upon h's
own judgment. 1 have implicit confi-
dence in him.” ;

“On the 12th the cavalry leader’s
miad and personal demeanor suddenly
junderwent a great change. The gnvety
which evervone had noticed on the day
before had disappedgred, and tho he had
not losr any partion of the high cour-
age which had always charaeterized
him, he was =erlous and silent. He had
sent a dispateh from Ashland to Rich-
mond, as before stated. and It was a
very unusual elreumstance thiat he
should have lost his good spirits as he
seemeod to have done. He was riding ut
the head of his column, looking straight
forward, apparently in deep thought,
and seemed to be anxious and a little
feverish. For some miles he went on in
perfect silence, Those near him then
bieard him begin to sing in a low tong
the line of a song: -

Soon with angels I'll be marching.'

“It Is =ald to have produced a deep
effect upon (hosge who caught the words,
and was afterwards remembered and
construcd into o presentiment that his
death was near.”

tien. Morris Schaff, in his interesting
story, “The Battle in the Wilderness,”
which has recently appeared in the At-
lantic Monthly Magazine, paints with a
gifted pen this picture of Stuart:

“Everything 1 hear or read of Stuart
Is accompanied with a sensé of near-
ness, I cateh =ight of his fine features,
his manly figure, his dazzling, bovish
blue eyves, his flowing, brownlyv-auburn
beard, and hear his volce ringing with
either command or glee. It is said that
rarely was his campfire lt that he did
not make it jovous, his voice leading in
chorus and song. Nature made him a
cavalry leader by instinet, and a very
sweet character. All of his Old Army
and West Point friends never wearied
in testifying to their affection for him.
When told that death was very near he
asked that 'Rock of Ages Cleft for Me'
might be =ung, and with his falling
breath joined as they sang around his
bed. When in the fleld he always wore
a yvellow cavalry sash and a felt hat
with a black plume.”

Yellow Tavern.

We are again Indebted to J. Esten

Cooke for the following description of
the place which Stuart had selected to
give Sheridan decisive battle:
“The command reached Yellow Tav-
ern early on the morning of May 11.
The place took its name from a dis-
mantled wooden bullding formerly used
as a wayside inn, standing near the
junction of the telegraph and moun-
tain roads, about six miles north of
Richmond. The tavern was a dreary
object, with its rotten floors and pane-
icss windows, but the surroundings were
cheerful. The woods were bright with
May foliage, and the green fields were
a pleasant sight. To understand the
ground it is cnly necessary to open the
left hand with the palm upward, the
index finger pointing north. The thumb
js the mountain road ever which Gen.
Sherldan was advancing, and the index
finger Is the telegraph road, Stuart's
route to the spot. Where the thumb
Joins the hand is the old tavern, of a
faded yellow, standing in an open space
east of the forks, and Richmond is at
the wrist., Stuart rapidly made his dis-
positions to meet the enemy, who were
known to be near. Gen. Wickham was
placed on the right, near a wood, his
line facing the mountain reoad, to strike
the Federal flank, and Gen. Lomax was
drawn up on the telegraph road, his left
extending to the tavern, the two lines
thus forming an obtuse angle. On ele-
vated ground on Lomax’s right—that is,
at the center—wnas posted a battery of
the Stuart Horse Artillery, under com-
mand of the bravest and best artillerist
of the Confederate army, Maj. James
Breathed, a Marylander, well known for
his dash and bulldog obstinacy., Their
dispositions were excellent to meet the
attack of an enemy advancing by the
mountain or road, and as Stuart had
sent his Adjutant, Maj. McClellan, to
Richmond to urge an advance of any
force there it seemed probable that
Gen. Sheridan would be repulsad.”

Virginia fields. impoverished by tobacco

RUINS OF A TRAIN OF CARS AT BEAVER DAM STATION.

and slave labor, meagerly overgrown
with briers, sumac and scrub-pines,
were §,000 of the tavalry which Stuart
hiad Jed with such dash and eeclat for
three long yvears. No one can deny that
these were cavalrymen such as the
world has rvarely seen, high-spirited
young Virginlans, veteran horsemen,
riding like Centaurs, and fighting in the
saddle or on foot as only young Ameri-
cans can fight. They were commanded
by the best soldicrs the Southern Con-
Tederacy could furnish: most of whom
had been educsted ar West Point and
trained [n the superb school of the old
| Regular Army. Veterans of innumer-
nhle conflicts with the fierce Comanches,
ithe dreaded Apaches, the redoubtable
Pawnees and Sloux, they were names
| to conjure with then and lgpg after-
| ward, for many of them rose to high
| office either in their own States or un-
| der the United States Government. One
| division was commanded by Wade
Hampton and Fitzhogh Lee, with the

brigade commanders Wickham and Lo-
max. Gen. M. C. Butler, afterwards
United States Senator, commanded a

| division, with his brigades commanded
| by Dunovant, Young and Rosser. A
| third division was commanded by Maj.-
| Gen. W. H. F. Lee, with Barringer and
'I.’.‘humlrlisc a4t the head of its brigades.
| Many of theze men, including Stuart
| himself, were well known to and some
of them personal friends and regimen-
tal associates of our own commuanders,
Grege, Merrill and Custer, who mow
confronted them with a line of 10,000
men, filling the fi=lds in front with &
long. sintous wave of blue, glinting with
polished steel and terrible with the
floating banners of the might and maj-
esty of the United States.

It was n great stake for which tha
battle was to he wnged. For the Cone
federates it was the defense of the
Capital, of that which they had delus
=zively hoped was to be a great Natlon,
the safety of their =o-called President,
Cabinet, Congress, and the preservation
of the immense arsenals, storehouses
and factories which had been gathered
there,

On the 17 n side it meant even more
than the capiure, for defeat meant de-
struction. Lee's army was only a few
miles away, and an infantry force could
be readily detached to grind the daring
Union cavalry to destruction between
the millstones of an attack in front and
rear., Jefferson Davis conildently hoped
for this, end in his superior military
wisdom, which Gen. Grant admits was
of such service to the Union cause, gava
directions tha't thig should be done. The
noonday sun looked down upon a field
that would be big with history before
he bade [t farewell as he descended be-
hind the western mountains.

(To be continued.)

Munj. M. H. Peters,
Maj. M. H. Peters, of Watseka, 111,
went to Davton to attend the Reunfon
of his old regiment, the 74th Ohlo, and
is the only surviving field officer of the
regiment. He had & varied career in
his yvouth, being left an orphan in New
Orleans and having a hard struggle for
life. FHe finally drifted to the home of
4 poor widow in Springfield, 0., where
he remained until the war broke out,
when he promjytly enlisted in the 16th
Ohio, and after that re-enlisted in the
76th Ohio, In which he ruse thru all
the ranks until promoted to Captain for
gallantry on the Atlanta campaign and
then enlisted as Major. He was twice
severely wounded and once reported
kllte_d. After being mustered out he
rejoined his foster mother at Watseka,
where he lias lived ever since, and the
papers of the town say that he has
done_more tian any other one man in
building up and beautifving the town.
He has served in the State Legislature,
and Is now serviag his third term as
Mayor of Watseka. He is n candidate

for Commander of the Department of
Illinois.

ANDERSONVILLE.

;]r\ rl:ul;_\;, It'-‘pl by a Catholle priest, with ree-
or O Vs obaervations, amd names of d.'

Federal Soldiers to whom he mln!-(urm!h:f
Andersonville, and later, at Savannah, Ga.,
hax for the first time been made puablic through
the efforts of the Counecticut Assochition of
Ex-Prisoners of War. A most thrilling and
truthful account of conditions as he saw them,
Hlustrated by five views of the “ball pen,"
taken in August, 1864 Matied to any address
on  receipt  of twenty-five cents Addreas

George Robbins, 27 West Maln St., Waterbury,
Cona.

widow's ¢ Have you received ail the
acl of 4, INT? Write for circular.

March
1864 by Mllo D). Stevens, late of 14th Ohlo Battery. 890 16th St. N. '—,%i'
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